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Author's Notes: 
This was written a good while back, but never posted here. This is a work of fiction. It sprang forth from my 


imagination, and bears no resemblance to anything that ever actually happened to anyone. | think 


| don't believe all that vampire shit. 


But, hey, this is New Orleans, and they sort of come with the territory. And, anyway, if a midnight carriage 


tour of vampire haunts can make Kirk look like this, then bring the fuckers on. 


We've all cut our hair recently. I'm talking *cut®. A lot. Hell, it was just time, you know? Anyway. | don't think 
any of us turned out as disasters or anything, but. Kirk Jesus,he just got hotter. 


Right now, he's dressed in black jeans and a black silk shirt. Lots of silver and onyx jewelry. Black nail polish and 
eye liner and the fucker just looks like walking sex. Perfect for anywhere,anytime. But,*really* perfect for this 
town. This night. 


We were supposed to be here a week ago, for Halloween It's Kirk's favorite holiday, and his favorite place to 
spend it is here in the Spook Capital of the World, but, fucked up recording schedules messed that up for us 
this year. 


But,you know what? See me not complaining. | mean, hell, | like partying as much as anybody, but its been ages 


since I've had Kirk all to myself for a long weekend. 


No studio sessions. No running to the beach every time the fucking surf looks promising. No dogs or horses or 
cars or guitars or any of the other billion things Kirk finds entertaining. 


No James, even. He's off doing his annual fall man-type hunting thing. Shotguns and flannel and sleeping out on 
the ground and bad coffee. 


James is one crazy motherfuck 
Me? I've got four days in The Big Easy, with nothing to do but eat, drink, and fuck. 
Well, yeah, and go on frigging vampire hunts. 


| gotta admit, though, the tour was fun. Horse-drawn carriages full of mostly drunk tourists, going from 
haunted gothic mansion to creepy, ancient cemeteries to dark, French Quarter back alleys. 


The drivers, all old dudes with deep Creole accents and black top hats, tell you all these scary-assed tales 
about witches and vampires and voodoo queens and ritual sacrifices and shit like that. Makes the girls squeal 


and the guys act tough. 


Kirk eats it up. The fucker sits still as a statue, hanging on every word, till *just* the right suspense-type 
moment..when everything's still and silent and everybody's holding their breath, and the driver's getting to the 
part where the ghoul reaches up out of the grave or some shit, and.Wharl! Kirk chooses that minute to 


goose me in the ass. 

Well, | mean, you know, I'm not actually really known for keeping my mouth shut, or for a Sunday School 
vocabulary, so, naturally, | end up howling blue curses at the moon while Kirk falls all over the carriage 
laughing his ass off. 

Fucker. 

But then, you know, when | give him a hand back up onto the seat, and he's sitting there, smiling his doofus 
smile, black eyes glittering,hair all rumply and he just up and kisses me in front of god and the tourists and 


every fucking body. 


So, yeah, its all good 


When the tour ends, he tips the driver like, enough to buy three new cars, the crazy shit, and we go 
wandering over the quarter. Listen to a dozen different jazz and blues bands and, man, you can't hear shit that 
good anywhere but here. We even sit in with a couple, which is great. Skip the touristy drinks in the pretty 
glasses and stick with beer so maybe we won't end up doing something that will land us on the front of next 
week's Enquirer. Let some old voodoo Granny tell our fortunes. She says we're both gonna be rich and famous 
someday. Spend twenty minutes watching this skinny-ass 

dude dancing on a street corner, | mean that fucker is *dancing®, I'm talking Bodangles-level dancing. | say he 
needs to be in Vegas, making a fortune, but Kirk thinks he's probably a lot happier dancing on that corner. Go 
figure. 


Anyway. 


That was all hours ago and it must be nearly five in the fucking morning now. The tourists have all gone and 


the bars have all closed and we're still wandering. 


We don't get these times very often, so we tend to try to make the most out of them when they come along. 


Fuck, we can sleep when we're dead, right? 
We've made it down to the waterfront now. It's just barely cool, hell, | wonder if it *ever* gets cold here. 


Kirk's standing on the rock wall by the river, and, fuck. | know it sounds corny as all shit, but he's just 
beautiful, that's the only word | want to use. Hands shoved in his jeans pockets, breeze from the river moving 
his hair. Standing so still and quiet like | never can. If | was a religious man, I'd be saying a prayer that I'll 
always be able to keep him with me. Just thinking about not having this.having him..makes something inside me 


twist and hurt. 


Lucky for me, before | decide to throw myself down on one knee and propose or some crazy shit like that, the 
silence is broken by the long, low sound of a sax somewhere down the walk a ways. Guess we're not the only 


early morning wanderers. 


Whoever's playing has got some kind of a sound. Just this side of professional, he's not playing by the rules, or 
for an audience. No, man, this sound is coming from his gut and it carries on the wind and is full of soul and 


need and longing. A sound you'd never be able to capture in a fucking studio in a million years. 


There's a bench on the grass, just off the sidewalk, and Kirk moves over and sits down, holding out his hand 


for me to join him. He doesn't have to ask, I'm already moving that way. 


Before | can sit down, he grabs my hand and pulls at me till l'm straddling his lap. Hey, there's definite 
advantages to being the little guy. 


Kirk's a hell of a kisser. Yeah, | know, we sure as fuck get enough practice, but everybody's got a hobby, 


right? Ours is making out, so sue us. 


| don't know whether it's the music down the street, or the lazy lapping of the river against the rock wall, or 
what the fuck, but he's kissing me like he's got nothing else to do for the next month or so. And,that's fine by 


me. 


Long and slow and wet and he's licking in my mouth and sucking on my tongue and | think my fucking toes are 
starting to feel hot. We both go for the shirt buttons at the same time and knock hands and tangle fingers 
and laugh like fucking idiots till we're skin to skin and then we're not laughing anymore. Moans and groans and 


slurps and growls, maybe. 


Kirk's got a thing about my nipple ring. Actually, he's the reason | got it in the first place, and he's always 
been real careful to thank me. A lot. And, while he's paying homage to it, | get the chance to play in his hair. 
What with the tongue action he's giving my chest, it's a fucking good thing I've got something to hold onto, or 


there's a damn good chance I'd just go flying off over the frigging river, never to be seen again. 


So, yeah, | get fistfuls of his hair and just hang the fuck on. Its thick and soft and kind of has a way of curling 


itself around my fingers on its own 


Kirk's running his hands up and down my back, over my ribs, sliding up my sides, slow, easy strokes that are 


driving me fucking crazy. 


You know, I'm just not a slow kind of guy. Ever. And, right this minute, with Kirk's teeth in my shoulder and his 
hands down the back of my jeans, and, have | mentioned that my toes may be on fire, well, fuck, I'm done with 


slow and easy. 


He moans a protest when | scramble out of his lap onto the ground, but changes his mind when | go for the 
buttons on his jeans. Somewhere in the background beneath the sizzle that is my brain cells frying, | can 
still hear the sax player going at it. | just hope he's got another verse or three in him before he wanders this 


way. 


A few frantic tugs, one popped button and four Danish curses later, I've got Kirk in my hands and, in another 


half a second,in my mouth. 
Mother. Fuck. 


Oh, man, it's good. Soft and hard and hot and slick and, if I'm ever on death row and get to have whatever the 


fuck | want for a last meal? 
Well. 


Kirk's scooted out to the edge of the bench and has got his fingers on the back of my neck, warm and strong, 
even if they are shaking a little. 


Let me just say, I'm a hell of a cocksucker. There's a long list of people who'll vouch for me if you want to ask. 


But, and | never fucking thought I'd say it, but, I'm, like, faithful to one cock now. That'd be just sad, if it wasn't 


so great. 
Kirk's made an honest cocksucker out of me. Who'd have thunk it? 


Anyway. I'm one happy son of a bitch right now, and | let him know it. Up and down and licking and sucking and 
blowing and humming and | get that he likes it by the way he's pulling my hair out by the roots and 


stroking into my mouth and talking about jesus christ. 


Meanwhile, all this cocksucking has kind of woke up the little drummer, and my pants are starting to cut off 
my circulation, so | try to, one-handed, get my zipper down, till Kirk yanks on my hair and hisses at me like 


some sex-crazed fucking rattlesnake. 


Either he wants me to leave off ripping my pants open, or he's about to come. | take a wild-assed guess which 


one, put a hand around his balls, and swallow. 
Fuuuuuuuuck. 
He comes and comes and | drink it up, every drop, like a lost man at an oasis. Life is good. 


| lick him clean and rub his thighs till they're not trembling. He tries not to hurt when he untangles his hands 
from my hair and leans over to kiss me, quick little strokes of his tongue around mine that has me rubbing 


my crotch again. 


Even though we're alone, well as alone as we can be on a public street with a phantom sax player, he whispers. 


It makes chills chase up my spine. 
"Do yourself, Uli. | want to watch." 


That makes my cock slam against my zipper in a not fucking good way, and | cuss a blue streak till | can get 
my pants open | raise up on my knees and start going at it, and, put money on it, this ain't gonna 


take long. 


Kirk makes some kind of strangled sound that makes me look up and, fuck, | don't think | can breathe. He's 
sitting there on that bench, pale in the moonlight, shirt hanging open, hair wild and tangled, eyeliner 
smeared, eyes all glazed over and staring at my dick. He tightens his fingers on my shoulder and drags his 


tongue across his lips and | am one gone motherfucker. 


| don't look away from him when | come, just hold that hot stare and feel his hands on me, holding me up and 
taking me through it. Spasms that last and last till lim thinking maybe the burning in my toes has spread all 
through my body and I'll probably just go up in flames. 


"Metallica drummer Lars Ulrich found dead on New Orleans sidewalk. It is rumored that Mr. Ulrich died of a 


massive orgasmic overload." 
Yeah, so much for us staying out of the Enquirer. 


Finally, fucking *finally*, | can breathe again and Kirk drags me up onto the bench beside him. There we sit, 
two Metal Gods Of Thunder, all sexed out and nowhere to go. 


Down the street, our patron sax player gives it up for the night in a last, long, lonesome note. The sky's 
lightening up, the stars are fading. Pretty soon, the quarter will wake up, another day in The Big Easy. 


We straighten our clothes, taking our time. Kirk stands up and reaches out a hand to me, which | take, cause 


I'm thinking | still might not be steady on my feet. 
One last, slow kiss later and we head down the street towards the hotel. 


Kirk wouldn't let me bring my cell on this trip, but | make a mental note to call the office and get some 


paperwork started as soon as | get back to California. 


I'm thinking a little riverfront condo. Maybe one that comes with a sax player. 
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